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This issue is late, overdue by at least a year given the productive burst that saw me getting EK #1-3 
out ina single year’s span. That’s fine, zines are always late. With that delay has come a shift in 
focus to some degree. This issue was supposed to be about challenging yourself, confronting things 
that make you miserable yet you love. Not in the form of personal screeds and diatribes, but in 
what we always deal in: movies, bad food, and whatever other junk captures our attention before 
passing out. Hence the “Aesthetic Sadism” essay meant to lead this thing off, a piece | wrote nearly 
a year ago and have changed very little. | still like that sensibility, and it’s a category I'll continue to 
probe as we head off into the future of #5 and beyond. Research Anderson’s Capriccio Sangria 
rankings also fall under this category, even if there’s decidedly nothing aesthetic about that 
supercharged swill. There’s nothing sadistic about his best-of lists, however, which are right on the 
money and worth paying attention to for the best of 2020 in music and wrestling. 


Not necessarily tied into the realm of sadism, I happened to track down director Jim Larsen, 
responsible for the indispensable shot-on-video feature Nigel the Psychopath and the outrageous 
Buttcrack!, Jim gave me an amazing interview, more thorough than | ever could have hoped for, and 
I'm happy to have it included here. I want to thank Jim for all of the time and effort he put into his 
responses, which made me appreciate his movies so much more. 


Then down the line came our own Peter Vilardi (MC Freeman) with a handful of forays into weird 
and horror fiction, something fully in line with my own interests, After some deliberation, it was 
clear that “The Munchman” was the right title for EX, and along with some incredible illustrations 
by friend-of-the-zine Griffin Scanlan, we have the best put-together thing this zine has ever done. 
I'm thrilled to be offering Peter’s fiction debut here, offered as a full-color centerpiece, it’s the kind 
of exclusive that makes it all worth putting this thing out. 
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Tying things up into a nice package is my brief interview with Carl Sukenick (opposite this page). If 
my words in the “Aesthetic Sadism” piece aren't clear enough, maybe this will give you a taste of 
what I’m trying to get at in discussing his movies. 1 don’t understand his letter either, but! love it 
nonetheless. 


THE STORY OFA FAKE MAN ON 42ND STI 


ah - lal 


The layout looks better (if not a little rough), the content is richer, and I think the whole package is 
all-around more satisfying. Maybe we're getting better at this stuff 


Vince Albarano/albara_v1@denison.edu 
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Capriccio Sparkling Sangria Power Rankings 
by Research Anderson 


Consider this my penance for drinking Capriccio on a work 
night (again). If y'all have somehow not heard about this evil elixir, I 
implore you to stop reading right now and protect your innocence. For 
those of you have been anointed into the dark order of Capriccio 
drinkers, I have some takes to share. As of last night, I've officially had 
a full serving of all 4 flavors of this 13.9% sparkling sangria from hell: 
Original, Watermelon, Rose, and White. I've had some time to reflect 
on all the nights cut tragically short by it's wrath and feel that Ican 
now objectively speak on the enjoyability of each variety. Let's get this 
over with. 


ng, Lonly 2 ™ ; 
eo CAPRICCIO 


#1: Watermelon: : : tea 2 z Patt 
if 


Among the newest varieties, watermelon Capriccio almost made me 

forget why I hate this shit so much in the first place. You may be 

shocked to hear that there is no discernable watermelon flavor, as f = 
the profile lends itself more to eating every single flavor of Airhead : 
at once. On a positive note, it's much easier on the jaw as there is no 

chewing involved. Jury's still out on the teeth, though. Now, 1 know 

what you're thinking: "Research, this sounds awful. Why is this your 

top-rated flavor?". Well, first and foremost: I fucking love candy. 

Additionally, I regret to inform you that while this may sound 

unfavorable, it's pretty much all downhill from here. 


om, 
( 


“SE 1 Pe et 
et a a 


cnet hee siden oe most innocuous of all the flavors. Allegedly, 
‘ n this one, but overall, it basical res li , 
straight up apple juice. With most ; ee econ 
ght ice. of the other strains of Capricci 
a Langer isteie ee ee, upfront, but the wlirates aceli 
p on. Tha’ eing said, | don't think I've 
a a ber as it seems to send me into a deep shiner? wa 
wachine pie a be spurious variables that may have mg 
‘ i asleep while drinking thi i 
nth er al s definitely a correlation. It's Seer me oo 
aving tro i : 
een g trouble sleeping, it may be just what the doctor 


#3: Rose: 


I'm currently still reeling from last night's encounter with the newest 


flavor to join the Capriccio family. This shit is so goddamn sweet, it's 
truly unbearable. Think Crystal Lite mixed with Naturday. Ina failed 
attempt to dilute this highly concentrated pseudo-hooch, I cut it with 
some mango White Claw and Topo Chico sparkling mineral water. It 


was a valiant effort, but even water-based beverages were no match. : r 
It goes without saying, but there is no trace of Rose flavor to be 1 } Ww , 
hat most of the Capriccio il { : | | } 


found in this drink. In fact, | wouldn't say 
e I've found other flavors to be 


varieties even resemble sangria. Whil 
£ the worst sleep in recent memory after 


sleep inducing, I got some 0 : if 
cocktail. Will not be revisiting. ba! {- ? Fi r r I f ae 
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finishing this sinister 


#4: Original: In an attempt to frame things positively, the fact 
that the original flavor is at the bottom of this list indicates that the 
masterminds be getting better at this twisted 
science experim: While the other flavors are all 

ising, this one is pretty much exactly 


highly decep’ che 
what it says itis: 13.9% sparkling sangria. The sweetness isn't 


necessarily an issue, oozy taste is the 


strongest in this one enjoyable. | 
swear there's pulp at the bottom of these bottles. While it may be 


relatively all bad, the current landscape of sugary, comically 
alcoholic beverages owes its livelihood to Capriccio an 


not soon escape its grasp- 
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no secret among those who kn an 
f .on-video horror movies. Bu \ 
rhc rs crecedies there exist a handful of things she’d 
= Lenjoy which seem to de tion of pleasure at all to they 
17S ost anyone else. i pvious one, but for every 3 iica, 
§  sixteen-minute heavy psych blast, those eer one ees ly 

‘stai forgotten or even interrupted. The true core of ee a es 
tastes are the handful of truly difficult films I find mys fee 
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: attracted to. __-wuung down the stairs, hi: 

ben__ now1y"and strai es is leg 
and straightenin ¢ 

d his arms re--** ig as he felt for a lower 

Shot-on-video horror may seem to fit the bill, and as far as the 

something like Black Devil Doll from Hell there's no doubt that @WS. 


it’s prohibitively, yet gloriously offensive. There are plentyof if no 


these examples, many of which have found their rebranding as ni 
d childish mockery due to ng 
rTor 


vehicles for ironic appreciations an 
their obvious failings. But they also offer an easy access point : 
for most viewers, who can latch onto the films’ sheer failures ison 
and comical over-ambitions as means of appreciating their ove 
peculiarities. What ] want to talk about here, then, are the ted - 
> 


types of films that essentially negate any sort of traditional 
appreciation and are a chore to watch. That kind of effect— his 


whether sheer joyless badness, disturbing qualities or ace, 


something ineffable and harder to grasp—is what separates | 
the most exemplary works of cinematic art from the chaff of nto 


the “so-bad-it’s-good” dreck clogging up most lists of this 
nature. These are the movies I put on to punish people, and fel 


especially myself. love 


Ww, and the hardness Of old china; and the revul- 


om pein up in her came into her throat in 
oa “oak iia se swallowed desperately. She 
o her hands and knees, and fel 
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or ‘ard, that was what it 
wi cart Sukenih’s Personal NgbiotSs at the thought of 
col ____the kitchen door. 

q ___~.~ps out Of the kitchen and down 
the xatl, not bothering to open the door che figured 


was the dining = t proba- 
bly included “what 
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t I've the 
written elsewhere about Carl Sukenick’s damaged filmography, still 
é yet every time I find myself discussing him from a different nto 
S angle, concerned with different aspects of his baffling little rted 
t: features. I'll say it countless times for the rest of my life, but hae 


there is no filmmaker more confounding, upsetting, and 
disturbed than Sukenick. Even I’m not always comfortable ‘each 
when I watch his films, but that’s a large part of his appeal to id see 


every bizarre and horrifying film I can find, I realize that my 
tastes are fairly concrete. What really stands out are the most ‘© S@W 
singular experiences, particularly when they exemplify ipping 
personal worldviews and perspectives, and often those arethe jj oy 
ones that aren’t necessarily enjoyable. But they stick with me, 


oC 

b_ meinthe end. After so many years watching and ingesting inging 
1] 
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more than any Italian splatter flick, more than the highest- face, 
concept avant-garde experiment. Carl Sukenick’s deranged ‘en. 
home movies stay in my brain because there’s no unseeing or \ot a 


forgetting them once they've polluted my evening. And for this ned 
reason, as well as his unflinching honesty in offering up every ne 
little piece of himself for the camcorder, he is an essential part 
\ of my world. Every time I put in one of his tapes, I dread what 
\ may come next—whether it be a meandering hour-long sci-fi 
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silently to herself. She went back out into the midc.- 
of the o-*+s hall and fanaa -* Fr Weren® 


ch’ adventure or a thirty-minute video diary that mapeties “a Site: 
than any written confessional ever could, like being he! bility is : 
hostage by the screen. That uncertainty and unpredictability Ss ying up 


o1 not always a strength, but it oper mer ee. rr ated 
SE against all other expectations I have for om anc 


kitcn...; and maybe a sewing room or office o: 
something of that <ort. and she figured that Jessic< 
would have choser serous 
They went up or - 
higher, and disza 
and shadowy 
climbing then 
With curic 
doorway at t 
shorter, narr¢ 
the kitchen, 2 S= 
it would neve mate 
iron cookstove } — 
The cupboards w A 4 
and stretched from ‘ es tv Se 
lone ac if it hed heen intended for many people, = 


Ihave about a half dozen of Carl’s movies, and they're “4h side. Ther= 


essentially the same: some sort of alien/mutant/mo 
msterforce Oak, thei> 
attacks suburban New York and Carl himself plays the hero, ? on. 


who sees fit to shout at his cast of neighbors and family pe lack 
members and smoke countless cigarettes. The effect is rod. Mrs 
essentially that of a lucid nightmare, one that lasts seventy ack door 
minutes at most but may as well be infinite. Footage is tk galler 


recycled, editing does not exist or is overused, and Carl's in- 
the-red monotone berates you without pause. One thing that Ts as the; 


stands out as particularly troubling is not quite knowing where J yard wa: 
over > » but over 
in one corner of the fenced area she caught a glimps- 
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he’s making attempts at blockbuster features, and there’s no .. 
Bu _ question that his efforts and entirely sincere, removed froma wt been 
there amp equation by nature of intent. But there's clearly ito the 
something off that’s harder to place. There are no identifiable there. 
influences or allusions, save to his own insular world of ‘ » 
She |} videotapes, and his experiments come less than fully formed, it with 
her, ; yet without any sort of aesthetic baggage. Even the tempting to ger 
avant-garde touchstones that he seems to fit more are { dolls 
ultimately incompatible. Carl has some sort of developmental bhad 
had disability, which is made all the more clear in his later diary- pac. 
MM ___sesque features shot in his group home. So there’s a certain above 
the : outsider art sensibility that makes itself apparent. Butas with sscica. 
. so many cases in this mold, there's a discomfort with simply he no 
tO © appreciating the films as works of damaged, stunted genius; a 
long they're essentially manic anti-films constructed from some ‘fare. 
i Ever child-like sensibility. And even if there’s a risk of looking down what 
' on Carl and his facile attempts at entertainment, there’s also an d her 
She 1 unease with him featuring bored-looking naked women and 


| Carl is coming from, in just about every possible sense. Sure, 
; 
‘ 


mou using his camera as a means of interacting with them, as if i the 

stair: actualizing some sort of fantasy he could never manifest in any down 
| other form. Even if the intent is pure, there’s something is not 

at he unsettling and distressing to Carl's early work. And by the time 

fool: ofhis later videos, there’s an unshakeable sadness at the small 

pers deterioration of his condition and living status, if nothis vision ‘Was &@ 


aing, 2 


blas __ I've found only one key to trying to comprehend his work, and leaned 
| } aga. it's far from ideal. His most notable/infamous features arehis ‘p, and 
| earliest: the two Mutant Massacre films as well as Alien Beasts, zB. 

all of which were released around 1991 and were heavily ¢ 
SE advertised in Fangoria, Film Threat, and other genre y agam. 
magazines. These three films are the same exact work, which / 

BOD. smrce they share rooghly the carne two hours of aula 
> tte reir : no longer 


_ footage. This base is reshuffled and composed to make three ood at leasi 
distinct narratives that still fail to make any sense and feature at 


and ambition. 


= EL, 


the same five people (including Carl's parents). Characters go \ the door. 
unnamed in one film yet feature prominently; the same r her, too 
characters are named in another in their only onscreen had to get 


appearance. Working sideways through the messy collage of 
footage, a picture emerges which allows understanding of the dolls that 
work's flow. Granted, it’s a flow that must be taken completely WET part 
on its own terms, and as an exercise it requires an amount of 
fortitude I doubt most people have. All I can really say is that 


Carl’s movies offer me experiences I can’t find anywhere else, / 
and they stick with me. I'm just not entirely sure why I find 
those qualities attractive quite yet. 
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Hideous Repetition: Alan Clarke's Elephant 
IF ees t petta a = se me alone 
“ay. nat Annahe is series of grim uined m* 

mT Clarke is best known for his Madein ee ne 
British director te for the BBC, namely Scum, That’s m; 

ist films m: 

social realist fi 
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t she hac 
ay from it 

> go down. 
Victor torn 


and lookec 
thought she 
her, but she 


AN ng hard to the 
- ~€ the stairs 
bar Britain, and The Firm. This forty-minute short is the 
sh crystallization of his socio-political concerns and naturalistic ‘head. 
techniques. It is also his most difficult to watch in every sense, ictor. 
stripped of all conventional expectations for cinema by : 
li) dispensing with narrative, character, and ultimately . His 
Sanity. The entire film is the recreation of eighteen shootings fine 
which occurred as part of the Troubles in Northern jouth 
© Ireland. What remains is a dozen-and-a-half set pieces, 
¢ __ isolated violent incidents linked by only the implication of eauty. 
5 larger societal factors and the specific means of the violence 2. 
itself. What is lacking is any dialogue, exposition, or rest from seyond 
the incessant bloodhsed. Somehow there’s something 
hypnotic, utterly immersive in the film’s flow, and whatever 
can be said about the nature of its content, Clarke made a / a long 
visually stunning piece of work. Demonstrating the most had just 
realized execution of his penchant for Steadicam footage and he 
extreme tracking shots, there’s a perpetual motion to aen, Ss 
everything occurring, even as the same events arerepeated yea) for a 


time and again. And the violence can be ugly, with the S, the lives 
randomness and mundanity of the killin i 


igs emphasizing the 
“Negipees: nature of such acts overall. 
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ra ~, were not 
In a sense, this is Clarke’s most purely realistic film: there are 


: Ww 
no directorial gestures to Sway viewer sentiment, nor is there And i 
an inherent message save the presentation of real-life ¢, On this 
violence. Even the aesthetic touches he brings to it via the ica. Then 
impressive camera techniques fit more within a vérité mold 

; ; nd she 
than calling our attention to the artifice of y = 
ig tif a me project. The ‘nd in that 
became someong g = 


heard in he 
moved. / 


her, just impati Ps ‘ometimes. 
Jessica, I just get a Dit > «was the trouble now, 


trouble with this, of course, is the fact that a film depictingonly ~unning even 
horrendous acts becomes itself an aestheticized work of 
art. What prevents any sort of pleasure in this case, I contend, 


er 
| is that there’s so little to grasp onto beyond the smooth look atched 
and feel of it that there's no use trying to enjoy it in any ven before 
traditional manner. There is no overarching moral agenda, and + could see 
the film's tone is unremittingly bleak. In learning nothing / chain link 
about what we are watching, the film presents us with only the her. Yar ds 
PSS ae Re HACK OF The yaru;———__48 Mer. 


events themselves, stripping context away as an unnecessary meadow, Mrs. 
affectation. Despite having a larger body count than most 

slasher flicks, I doubt that anyone watching is cheering on the yild? Look at 
violence and approving of the characters’ actions. As mucha 

risk as overly aestheticized and glamorous violence may be, 

Clarke’s overall point is fairly clear. y. 


__ Inall the years I've been aware of this short, I've only watched hem all the 
it twice in all that time. It exists at a dead-end point as far as its ttention tc 

=] critical function: as good as it looks and flows, there’s no real the thine: 
+} opportunities for deeper analysis, simply because there are no wed = 

-__ lines to read between. It’s possibly the most literal, matter-of- shirt she 
*= fact film I’ve ever Seen, and because we're accustomed to and from 
* expect some form of complexity from works of art, it negates e and the 
=) anentire component of our traditional viewing practices. Not 


only are we denied any relational or identifying experience, but set them 


= there’s also a complete lack of duplicity on the part of the shes anc 
= filmmaker. There’s no need for suspension of disbelief, even if cware. It 
:  weknow the shootings aren’t real, the documentary grit of the H S 
/ proceedings serves an uneasy reminder that they are rooted in ish it on 
, actuality. All that’s really left is an appreciation of the craft, re much 
* which is hard not to admire, but itself becomes monotonous 
| and ugly as one scene feeds into the next. This could be the in the 
most accessible film on this list, and it’s certainly the most 5 
straight-forward in terms of technique, It’s also the least shuttered 
. digestible, and most socially relevant. Maybe it’s an important ng there, 
* work, and 


it certainly makes sense among Clarke's better- left in the 
2: known dramas, but it’s bound to remain the bastard child of his 
career. 
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f thy Shockumentary _s neau-teaned agailis 
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ne like the 


as if the 


i tellectual rigor 
yo ss eo he brought to his films, there isnt much of 
Sn Brak is easily recommendable to genera 
audiences. That all said, 

. ith 
poe iaeles of the film’s runtime are spent within the 
Allegheny County Morgue, and as are 


: ; ‘ Ono 
ee its various operations. On ¢ hef 
acid nets sent sensibility in the sheer visceral curiosity 


However, it deviates from the later trend of 


ambiguous curiosity. On top of this, given his aa I 
Th  andits place within his Pittsburgh Trilogy; ee > al oe 
\ establishes itself more as serious meditation than gr 


: itative in 

q \ sleaze. It may be grueling to watch, but sa eT 
SWOOPCu-n:- soul 

ea the. panei the beautiful-mother »*** her 
“any traditional sense, which embodies its central paradox. Art 
films aren’t meant to be entertaining on a surface level, but 
neither are they expected to be so viscerally off-putting. In 
offering a work that is both serious and contemplative yet also 
shocking and base, Brakhage innovated something far more 
challenging than any of his avant-garde cohorts while 
outpacing the later “need” for gross-out compilations. 


I'll be the first to admit that most people don’t simply sit down 
to watch an experimental film for the sheer joy of the viewing 
experience. Taken this way, it’s kind of silly to cordon off a 
subset of the style as particularly unappealing; but that’s 
simply the pure visceral nature of Brakhage’s short 
documentary. Much like Clarke’s Elephant, there’s no 
relenting, no break from the visual onslaught that fills the 
screen. Apart from the obvious difference in real and fake 
gore, Act of Seeing is more taxing because it builds, from the 
relative tranquility of the surgical preparation on through the 
pure corporeal horror of the final ten minutes. Clarke's film 
Sk _ plateaus, offering variations on a single act; Brakhage takes 
‘ose YOu further and further into the maw of human fragility. Just 
uvgall Striking OUT ar tire 


ar, One 
? 


_ feclirig the thud of her hands against yielding bodies. 
79 


‘as much as we recoil from images of real gore—whether 
violent or medical in nature—so too is there an instinct to shy 
away from reminders of mortality. Without providing a lick of 
context, Brakhage paints a larger portrait of the end of life in nd she drev 
some of its many forms. We don’t get to know any of the ts head lo 
bodies, nor their stories, and the same goes for the pathologists | water she 
and staff of the morgue. Instead, we know them from within, } : 

more intimately than we understand even ourselves as a result that its ne. 
of the camera’s unblinking eye. With only a few exceptions, the ( OM OMC s:- 


short is stripped of aesthetic affectations and offers little more and ends 
than a vérité presentation of the beginning of the Iie ais b 
afterlife. Faces and scalps are peeled from skulls, torsos left ithad wa 
gaping and hollow, and limbs and genitals are prodded and snl ad reo 
manipulated. Bruises, contusions, and open wounds form an_ J and neck 


other, as |! 


2 
alternative palette of post-mortem vibrancy. There’s more, o 


s xs $+ course, but the point isn’t how much you can take. It’s a big ‘er. 

w picture: whether you can stomach it ornot,thisistheendfor mgue 
Woul: usall. felt 
strugs dees 
withir I've likely watched this film more than any other discussed * 


here, and I'll be the first to admit that’s pretty fucked up. Apart SSics 
from Elephant, it’s the most conventionally approachable from bac 
@2aim! acinematic standpoint. There’s no cognitive disconnect in the per 
mout! presentation and reception of images like Sukenick’s videos, 
in) noris there the interrupted feeling of the brief sketches we | 
have capturing Nitsch’s larger visions. What the camera sees is 

what we get; the title being the literal translation of the word 

autopsy, the filmic content itself stays true to this outline as 
_well. Atits core, it’s an incredibly simple idea, merely showing / 
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1 this one isn’t nec 
ad muchas an entire body of performances, 
lan anentire art movement. The Vienna Actionists have long 
but | drawn controversy and notoriety for their hyper-v!0 

aes sexual performance and film pieces, running the gamut from 
: ra : blasphemous assaults on religion i 
= drenched in animal offal. Hermann Nitsch is likely the most d 
, Fo, famous of the Vienna Actionists, and certainly the longest 
t wa) active member 
with least the limited filmed evidence of it, is some of the milder : 
# s within the Actionist oeuvre, lacking the self-mutilation of 1 
Ginter Brus, and bearing little of the sadistic sexual deviance & 
a. actualized in known abuser Otto Mueht's scat films. Brus’ work | 
poInt¢ is hard to find at this point in time, and Muehl’s work—even 1 
) disregarding his history of sexual abuse—is inherently 


narrative or aesthetic elements to really 


There are no coherent 
grasp; these weren't intended as films to begin with, they just 
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ended up that way in a limited capacity. I can’t speak on what ood 
it’s like to witness one of Nitsch’s actions live, but I would the 
imagine the impact is all the more visceral given one’s 
proximity to the splatter, as well as the inescapable scent of 1e- 
blood in the air. At a certain point in Nitsch’s work, there’s a ig 
moment of transcendence where the baggage of performance “ 
art pretension falls away and the primality of the act itself is 
enough to justify itself. Translated onto film, there you realize jg 
you could be watching the ultimate super-8 gore epic, if not 
Ga something much more troubling. It’s real, in at least one sense, le 
@sS § and it’s incredible just how much you want to buy the grainy T 
black-and-white footage as something legitimate and 
= *= forbidden. The only thing close is the “Ritual ov Psychick 
Sh Youth” from TOPY’s First Transmission (discussed atlengthin [S 


k issue #3), which is no small feat to approximate. I know z 
: there’s some higher purpose to take away from the barrages of =” 
OS€ gore and nudity and various mutilations, and the ritualistic st 


nature of the proceedings are impossible to overlook. It would it 
probably drive me even madder to sit by and try to analyze 

ai) Nitsch’s filmed actions in any sort of detail. What appeals most of 
to my sensibility is the fact that it offers a sort of visceral in 
reaction not available in any other works of art I’ve come 

across. The immediacy, while off-putting and disturbing, is 
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.., Ifnone of this is convincing enough then maybe a more novel of 
approach to Nitsch offers some more clues as to my 
fascination. Some of his later demonstrations have lasted over he 
sixteen hours and multiple days, seemingly endless bloodbaths d 
able to be captured in far greater scope thanks to the limitless 
potential of digital video. Also, for added compatibility with 1 
my self-defined parameters here, Stan Brakhage filmed oneof he 
Nitsch’s actions for inclusion in his Dog Star Man series. Over 
the years, Nitsch and his non-disgraced cohorts have been ‘he 
». slowly accepted into the world of highbrow art. That being 
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ma i" __ensommmmng down the stairs, his leg 
bending slowly and straightening as he felt for a lower 
Step, his arms reaching out from his sides and the 
white china hands and fingers looking sharp as claws. 
His sweet, painted face had a terrible set look of no 
feeling, no conscience, no mind; yet he was coming 
_ down the steps toward her, and she knew in her terror 
that it was she that was drawing him, for some reason 
she didn’t know. She couldn’t even cry out, or move. 
He had come within two yards of her, his painted, 
chipped eyes gazing expressionlessly up at her, his 
sharp finges 
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Obnox- Savage Raygun 

Crazy Doberman- Illusory Expansion 4 
Soccer Mommy- color theory 

The Cowboys- Room of Clons 


arans 


ae £%, Md 


: eat fe 
( " : = : 1 


“p ips 


Umbra Vitae- Shadow of Life 

Xibalba- Afios En Infierno 

Tim Gick- Nao Ha Laranja / Scrying Glass Eye 
Metallica- S&M2 


The Munchman 
by Peter Vilardi 


They say you don’t get high the first time. Bullshit. I’m livin’ proof, pal. Two hits of ditch weed out a Bob 
Marley bowl on a screened porch, my life changed forever. Didn’t taste great - these days, I'd pitch it in 
disgust - but, at ten years old, it did the trick all right. 


Yeah, | was ten. Is what it is. Can’t unsmoke it, can |? Can’t undo whatever damage it did to my still- 
developin’ brain. If anything, made life easier. ‘Fore weed, | was a basket case. Anxiety, depression, 
whole nine. Kids at school were merciless. | had no friends, and home was the pits. | was a fuckin’ pariah. 
Those dirty little bags of grass kept me sane. Made me forget | was s’posed to be a loser. 


And when | started sellin’ a few years later? Man, those kids changed their tune. Word got around | had 
dank, sure enough, now | was everyone’s best friend. Kids who used to bully me started givin’ me the 
royal treatment. Drove me around, did my homework, even ran errands for me. What people won’t do for 
a bag of weed. Fact, | think it makes ‘em-- 

Hold on. 


You see that? 


You'll know it you see it. Over there by the trees. 


Nothin’, huh? 
Never mind. Where was |? Right: weed makes some folks just crazy. 


Gotta understand, wadn’t like it is now, where every kid on the block’s got a G Pen, or a little piece they 
hide in their sock drawer. Back then, in my shithole town you couldn’t get weed anywhere, let alone good 
weed. Best you could do was a bag of mids from your friend’s older brother behind the bleachers. You’d 
be lucky it wadn't oregano, even luckier you got enough of a buzz to get your money’s worth. ‘Til | came 
along. Then you were good and high. 


See, | was tired of ditch weed - and at the age most kids started on ditch weed, too. | wanted loud. Knew 
how to get it, too. Had a connect the next town over, older dude who didn’t give a fuck how young | was. 
Told him | wanted hydro, he laughed right in my face. Then he gave me a blunt, told me it was “top-shelf 
shit,” made me smoke it in front of him to prove | wadn't a bitch. Sure showed him. By that time, my 
tolerance was so high | didn’t feel a thing. | knew it was mid, and he knew he couldn't hold out on me no 
more. After that, it was time for the rea/ top-shelf shit. In my town, you wanted it, you came to me. 


Anyway, that was when | started seein’ The Munchman. That was when he started watchin’ me. 


l’ll never forget it. | was sixteen then. It was Gabe, Robby and me hotboxin’ Robby’s dad’s old VW van, 

which hadn’t run in years. It was on cinderblocks out back at the edge of the property line, right near the 
woods. That was our spot. We called it Smoke Central. Not a very clever name, but we were high when 
we came up with it. 


Any time | got my hands on a new strain, we’d pack a bowl, or roll up a joint, and head for Smoke Central 
to see if it was good as my dealer said. Next day at school, Gabe and Robby’d talk up the new weed, 


tellin’ anyone who'd listen it was, like, nuclear shit, man. Sometimes they’d lay it on pretty thick, ‘specially 
if it didn’t get us that high. But we were serious stoners, so we figured anything we could stand would 
knock most kids on their asses. Course, if the joint knocked us out halfway through, we knew what we 
had. | charged plenty more for that stuff. And | gave Gabe and Robby their cut, too - usually in weed. 


Those days, Pop was long gone, only his huntin’ knife left behind. Ma was never around, always “stayin’ 
out late with friends.” Knew what that meant. If she caught me, or someone else did, she couldn't say shit. 
Had enough to worry about besides me sellin’. 


I’m fuckin’ ramblin’. My bad. You know how you get when you're high. Anyway: 


It was Gabe, Robby and me, in the van like usual. Just after sundown. We were blastin’ a joint, listenin’ to 
Robby’s dad’s old Floyd tapes on the boom box, just shootin’ the shit. Typical Tuesday. | was takin’ a pull 
from the joint, and | remember it was gettin’ dark. Light from the cherry was the only light at all. 


Then, of course, looked out the window, and who'd | see? The motherfuckin’ Munchman. 


Wadn't called the Munchman yet. But there he was. At first | thought he mighta been the cops, or maybe 
Robby’s dad. But nope - just this weird old dude, sorta tall and spindly, wearin’ some kinda hooded cloak 
or somethin’. It was far away, and | was pretty stoned, so that was all | could suss out from a distance. He 
was standin’ in the woods behind Robby’s place, his head cocked to one side, just lookin’ at us. Didn't like 
it. Felt like he was starin’ right at me. 


After another puff, passed the joint to Gabe and pointed the old man out. What was odd was, Gabe and 
Robby ain’t see him. | mean, he was right there. And he was still lookin’ at us. | insisted, pointin’ out the 
window, | saw this guy - and | did. Couldn't believe it, but Gabe and Robby swore up and down they didn’t 
see a thing. Was pretty shook, | won't lie to you. Thought they were playin’ a prank on me. But they 
laughed it off, clowned me for bein’ paranoid. 


They musta thought | was higher than shit seein’ people in the woods who weren't there. And | can’t 
blame ‘em. It’s classic stoner shit: smoke a joint, get real high, look around, see somethin’, look back, it’s 
gone. Spooooky. But it’s all in your head. Right? And | was pretty high, I'll admit it. 


Thing is, | knew he wadn't in my head. Saw him right there. Could still see him. Only Gabe and Robby 
couldn't. That didn’t sit right with me. 


Hey, you gonna pass that, or you gonna keep standin’ there holdin’ it? 
Thanks. 


Any case, Gabe came up with the name. Gabe bein’ Gabe, he was lookin’ for the first excuse to rag on 
me. So when Robby offered me his bag of chips, drawlin’ “You gotta munch, man,” Gabe took his chance. 
Saw that shit-eatin’ grin on his stupid face, knew exactly what he was gonna say. 


“The Munchman!” he laughed. “You saw the Munchman... ‘cause you got the munch, maaaan.” Robby 
damn near fell over laughin’. Dumb son of a bitch. | laughed along with him, but on the inside | was pissed 
off. What’s more, | was a little frightened. ‘Cause the Munchman, or whatever they wanted to call him - he 
was still there, lookin’ right at me. When | walked home that night, he stared after me all the way home. 


Well, Gabe and Robby may not have seen the Munchman for themselves, but they sure remembered him 
later. He became a runnin’ joke. We'd be hotboxin’ the van, and out of nowhere, there was Gabe’s shit- 
eatin’ grin again. “Hey, Mike, you see the Munchman? He starin’ at us again? Maybe you eat these 


Oreos, he'll disappear.” And Robby would just laugh and laugh that dumbshit laugh of his. Like | said, I'd 
laugh too, but | didn’t like none of it. Didn’t like Gabe and Robby makin’ fun of me. 


Didn't like that he was still there. 


Fact, every night | was there, out by those woods at Smoke Central, | saw the Munchman. Course, | 
didn’t say shit about it. These assholes would laugh it up all the more, ‘specially if | let on how scared | 
was gettin’. But that old fuckin’ man - he was still there. Not movin’, just watchin’ us. Watchin’ me, in fact. | 
was sure of it. Why else would he keep lookin’, no one could 
see him but me? 


What was real weird about the whole thing was, the Munchman 
turned out to be a pretty good name for him. Every time | 
saw him, started gettin’ hungrier than shit. 
Didn't notice right away - those were the 
teenage years, after all. Most kids my age, 
they'd eat up a storm, wouldn't think twice 
about it. First few times, | chalked it up to 
regular old munchies. And | could kill 
a tube of pizza Pringles well before 
| started seein’ the Munchman. 


Thing is, no matter how much | 
ate, | was always hungry. 
Never felt full, and even 
when | took a shit it 

wadn't different or 
nothin’. Chips, pretzels, cookies, soda pop - down the hatch into a black hole in 

my stomach. Never came out the other end. | know, | know: teenage metabolism, stoner 

appetite. But it was weird. No matter what | ate, | was never satisfied. 


And it got weirder when | started losin’ weight. Used to be pretty healthy, but in a few 

months | was skinny as a rail - skinny as the Munchman, come to think of it. Gabe and Robby sure 
thought of it. They clowned me more and more. Even Robby came up with a few zingers - stupid ones, 
but zingers anyhow. Said | oughta look like a double-decker bus the way | ate, but instead | was lookin’ 
more and more like the Munchman every day. | didn’t like that a stupid fat dumbfuck like Robbie thought 
he could tease me for the way | ate. But | ain’t say shit. 


Truth be told, | was gettin’ pretty goddamn sick. Not just with Gabe and Robby’s bullshit, really sick. Felt 
like | was wastin’ away. I'd eat ‘til | was sick of eatin’, and it just wouldn’t take. Got thinner and thinner, 
weak as a waif. And people noticed. By that time, most kids didn’t come ‘round to buy weed from me no 
more. Skinnier | got, more looks | got. Saw kids whisperin’ in the hallways when | walked past. They ain’t 
think | heard ‘em, but | did. Heard ‘em say | had some kinda problem. 


“Prolly it was all that weed he smoked when he was a young kid. Musta fucked somethin’ up down there 
in that stomach of his. Sure screwed up his brain. Didn’t Gabe tell you? Said Mike was seein’ things. Said 
he told him he saw this old man. Crazy, right?” 


Hey, got another one here, if you want a hit. 
None for you? Suit yourself. 


Anyway, | thank God that part of my life’s over - | hadn’t figured out how to eat again, | prolly woulda died. 
But, at that time, | didn’t know what to do. Didn’t know if I'd make it through the year. 


Finally, one day I'd had enough. ‘Nother day at Smoke Central, and | was startin’ to get sick of the whole 
thing. Not sick enough | wouldn’t spark one up, but it was gettin’ to that point. We got pretty damn high - | 
got higher than usual, mind you, ‘cause my stomach was so empty all the time. Then Gabe and Robby 
started in again, havin’ a real good time of it. Said if | kept up gettin’ thinner, | was gonna turn into the 
Munchman. Just an old man, thin as a rake, barely strong enough to stand there starin’ at people. 


It made me more than mad - it made me goddamn pissed. Not just what they said, either. It made me so 
fuckin’ mad ‘cause, all the while, the Munchman was stil/ standin’ there, watchin’ it all happen. All those 
months, all that wastin’ away - | knew the Munchman did it. He was doin’ this to me, had to be. And Gabe 
and Robby? They were practically helpin’ him. 


| was so mad | up and left, right there. Course, they called after me, hollerin’ jokes all the way. Lazy fucks 
they were, they couldn’t be bothered to follow me. | decided, then and there, | was sick of this Munchman 
bullshit. Wadn't scared no more, just angry. Didn’t care if those dumbfucks thought | was goin’ crazy. | 
was gonna do somethin’ about this. Had to, or | was gonna die. | knew it, deep down. 


So | did it. Walked straight up to the Munchman. He was still standin’ there, same way, same place, 
wearin’ that damn cloak of his. | told him he was a fuckin’ asshole, I’d lost a ton of weight ‘cause of him, 
I'd lost respect from all the folks who used to kiss up to me ‘cause | was the weed man, and ever since 
the day | saw him he’d been ruinin’ my life, day after day after day. Course, he didn’t react. He just stood 
there, watchin’, like he always did. 


| heard Gabe and Robby behind me. They weren't laughin’ no more. Now they were starin’ too, whisperin’ 
nervously to each other. That made me so goddamn pissed | couldn't see straight. | turned around, 
started hollerin’ at ‘em. Told ‘em | was sick of their jokes and their bullshit about me gettin’ thinner, and | 
knew they only hung out with me to score free weed, and they were no friends of mine for spreadin’ 
fuckin’ rumors, and they could take their fuckin’ smartass comments and shove ‘em up their dumbshit 
assholes. Thought they’d light me up, but they just walked away lookin’ sad. Made my stomach feel even 
emptier to watch ‘em go like that. 


That was when | felt a hand on my shoulder. 

Didn’t even have to turn around, | knew who it was. 

Felt his breath on the back of my neck. 

Felt him lean in, real close-like. 

Heard him whisper in my ear. Told me somethin’ made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. 
Was | scared? Hell no. | was thankful. Thankful to him for what he told me. 


Told me what it was | had to do. 


Hey, sure you don’t want a hit of this? It’s real good, don’t be shy. 


All right. Don’t worry, now, I’m almost done. 


So next day, | came into school, tail tucked between my legs. Went up to Gabe and Robby and made a 
big show of bein’ sorry. Told ‘em | shoulda never said all that stuff, ain’t really mean it, and they were still 
my best pals in the whole world. Only real friends | had. Wanted to make it up to ‘em, only way | knew 
how. Told ‘em to meet me at Smoke Central. Had a very special new strain for ‘em to try, just them and 
no one else. And | told ‘em bring snacks, ‘cause this one was gonna give ‘em the munchies. 


Gabe and Robby said they sure would, there was nothin’ between us, and they’d stop bustin’ my balls 
about the Munchman so much. They didn’t know I'd take it so personal, and they’d never bring it up again 
if it made me feel that bad. Didn’t know they were serious or not, but | knew they’d never pass up a 
chance to get high for free. That was all right by me. 


Sun was low in the sky by the time | got to Smoke Central. There they were, waitin’ for me, bag of snacks 
in hand. | thanked them again for bein’ so understandin’ about the other day, for bein’ such good pals. 
Told ‘em we oughta try somethin’ different this time. Maybe go on a little walk in the woods, maybe bring 
the weed and snacks with us. Said | knew it wadn't what we always did, but | wanted to do somethin’ new 
with ‘em, show ‘em this secret place | found. They liked that just fine. So we rolled a joint and took it with 
us. | led the way. 


We walked and walked, deeper and deeper into the woods. Now Gabe and Robby, they weren’t so sure 
we'd find the way back. Asked me if | knew the way we were goin’, if we could get back OK, on account of 


it gettin’ so dark and all. | told ‘em don’t worry, | knew where we were goin’ even if they didn’t. They shut 
up after that. 


Was dark when we got there. This small glade, a clearing deep in the heart of the woods out back behind 
Robby’s place. Trees stretched on for miles. We were pretty well tucked away back there - for a secret 
place, it was hidden real good. We sparked up the joint, smoked it for a while, just watchin’ the sunset 
through the trees. We got good and high. Felt the munchies comin’ on. 


All a sudden, we heard a branch crack underfoot somewhere out in the woods. Then another one, closer 
now. ‘Nother one, right near the glade. Gabe and Robby, they were pretty frightened. Me? Wadn't scared. 
| knew what was what. Just stood there starin’ at ‘em, like | was you know who. Course, right away they 
saw that and accused me of pullin’ somethin’, some sorta prank to get back at ‘em for all their bullshit. 
Wadn't no prank. Knew that much. 


“You see that?” | said, pointin’ over yonder. “There he is.” 


It was the Munchman, standin’ there at the edge of the clearing, watchin’ us. Watchin’ me. Seein’ what | 
was gonna do. 


Course, Gabe and Robby couldn't see him. They knew who | meant, though. Said | was freakin’ ‘em out, 
thought | was bullshittin’. That's how come they didn’t see it comin’. | told ‘em look again. They turned 
around. That’s when | did it. 


Caught Gabe right in the throat from behind with Pop’s old huntin’ knife. Slit it once, just right. He went 
down pretty quick, gaspin’ for air, blood drippin’ from his neck, soakin’ the leaves underfoot. Never saw it 
comin’. He was dead all right. 


Robby hollered somethin’ awful. Wadn't no one around to hear him, but he hollered just the same. Started 
runnin’, but that fat bastard, he couldn’t run so good. Even tried to take the snacks with him. Stupid fuck. 
‘Fore long he was dead too. 


Stood there for a while, in that clearing, catchin’ my breath. By then it was dusk, no one else around. Just 
me and the Munchman in those woods. Looked up at the Munchman. He saw the whole thing. Was 
standin’ there like usual. Coulda sworn | saw a smile under that cloak. | knew what to do next. 


First went to work on Robby. Carved him up real good, like a regular butcher. Started rippin’ his flesh, 
choppin’ up muscle. Even took out his organs. Was so hungry | couldn’t tell you. 


And when | got that first bite of him? All that fat on him? God damn. He was so good. Ate Gabe too, ain’t 
ashamed to say it. Felt like | hadn’t eaten in months - and | hadn’t. This was my first meal. Ate and ate ‘til | 
couldn’t no more, and my belly was full - rea/ full. You know how you get when you're high. 


When | had my fill, | turned back to the Munchman. Knew he was smilin’ now, even in the darkness, even 
under that cloak. He was real pleased with me. | did just like he said. Wadn't scared of him no more. He 
was my friend now, | knew that much. 


Walked up to him, handed him Pop’s old knife, blood glintin’ off it in the moonlight. He reached out his 
hand and took it. Smiled at me a little longer. Then he turned around, and off he walked, back into the 
woods, branches crackin’ underfoot as he went. 


Was sorry to see him go, but | knew I'd see him again. One of these days, | was gonna see him again. 


As for Gabe and Robby? Folks went lookin’ for ‘em, it’s only natural. Didn’t find much left of ‘em. Local 
news said it was some kinda wild animal, maybe a pack. They were picked clean to the bone. 
Investigation ongoin’, they said. Somethin’ like that. Never found the snacks, neither - | took those with 
me. Wadn't hungry, but figured | might be later. 


After all that, didn’t have trouble eatin’ no more. Few weeks, | was back to my old self, like nothin’ ever 
happened. Kids at school started treatin’ me normal again. Think they felt sorry for me, losin’ my only pals 
and all. Never thought I’d have anythin’ to do with somethin’ like that. ‘Fore too long, life was back to 
normal. 


Well, ‘cept for one thing. 


Every time | smoked - no matter where, no matter when - | saw him. Just standin’ there like always, 
watchin’ me. Sometimes | waved, most times just looked at him. He didn’t do nothin’, but | knew he was 
happy. Knew he was my friend. Knew I’d made him proud. 


Anyway, I’m ramblin’ again. That's weed for you. Damnedest thing, ain’t it? Always brings a story out. 
So | wanna ask you again, my friend: 

You see that? 

You see him, out there by the trees? 

Right there. 

Right there in that cloak of his. Just standin’ there watchin’ us. My old pal the Munchman. 

He’s smilin’ somethin’ big tonight. 


Dunno about you, but | could use a bite to eat. 
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Psychopath: At Large: An Interview with Jim Larsen ve? 


Every so often, I search for the movies that I'm interested in, hoping that » 
some other bit of information will have materialized online. It isn't always 
the easiest task, given the general obscurity I cotton to, but sometimes it pays 
off. Among the annals of SOV inanity and greatness that occupy my mind at 
all times, Jim Larsen's 1994 release Nigel the Psychopath always hovers near 
the top of my personal list. A simplistic slasher tribute, the movie appears 
little more than a group of teenagers running around the woods and dying off 
one-by-one as they try to battle the titular villain. Beneath this surface, 
however, is a testament to teenage exuberance and the undiminished fan 
spirit. It's the most fun I can have watching a movie, and that reward has 
hardly diminished over the years, Luckily, a recent search turned up not only 
Jim's website (https:/ /themindofjimlarsen.com/about/), but also his 
YouTube uploads of several versions of the film. I reached out and he gave 
; me this fantastic interview, more in-depth and informative than I ever could 
have hoped. Celebrating this sort of micro-cinema is the exact reason | work 


q on this zine, and for someone as obsessed with marginalia as I am, this 3 
\ interview is an absolute dream. 
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she didnt Know. She couldn’t even cry out, or move. 

He had come within two yards of her, his painted, 

chipped eyes gazing expressionlessly up at her, his 


sharp 
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Describe your beginnings in filmmaking, and what initially attracted @t it 
you to it. What was your original inspiration with the story of Nigel The Of 
Psychopath? or 
l remember being really, really young, like two, three, four years old and I a 
would watch TV. I would watch whatever my parents had on—Happy Days 
comes to mind, and whatever other sitcoms were on TV in the early 70’s. I a 
also remember watching Hanna-Barbera cartoons on the weekends, stuff like 
The Flintstones, The Jetsons, Yogi Bear, all that stuff. 1 would watch these 
shows, and of course, I was very young, so I did not give much thought to the 
| process that went into making them. They were just there. Youturnedonthe Y 
| TV, and if by magic, a show was on. ts 
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\ The fact that there was a process that went into making these shows— 
) writing, producing, directing, acting, all that never crossed my mind. I just Ang 
q totally took them for granted, like any kid would do, I’m sure. t of 
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sunshine on her body and in her soul. 
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hav: Then I started school. I remember in my early years of elementary school- 
Kindergarten, 1* grade, 24 grade, and on up, there was this guy who came to 

bot the school to show us his travel movies that he shot on his own. He would set | 

and up his projector and a screen, and he would show us these movies he made 

see from his travels all over the world. These were silent movies, and he had a 

microphone hooked into an amplifier and would narrate them. I would spend 

as much time watching him narrate the movies as I did watching the movies, 

because I was fascinated by him. It hit me—this guy made these movies we 

OU) are watching! These movies didn’t appear out of nowhere, somebody actually 

bet made them! People make the movies and TV shows I watch! That changed 

4 how I watched TV at home, and movies when I started going to the theaters 

_ MMI to watch movies. I became very interested in the process that went into 
thai production. When I learned to read, I liked to read the credits at the end of 

4 and the shows just to see what the jobs were. 


That planted the seed in my mind that I wanted to make movies too. I wanted 
WHC tobe like that guy at school and have my own movie camera. For years I 

# wanted one and thought about the kinds of movies I would make when I 
chil finally got one. Then, on my 16 birthday, my mom got me a Super 8 movie 

camera. This was 1986, before video cameras were a thing yet for consumers, 

884 soa Super 8 camera was the coolest thing I could ever dream of owning. It 
was silent, of course, and each film cartridge only gave three minutes worth 
of film that I had to send away to be developed, but it was enough to get me 
started and get me hooked on filmmaking. 
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My early works consisted mostly of taking shots of the farm animals that we uidd.- 
had, and my friends and family just acting goofy. I took it on some scout 'eren? 
camping trips and filmed the goings on. The camera also had a Stopmotion yatte- 
feature, so I dappled in clay animation, creating the character, Omar the Dog = 

! and did a series of films about him. Omar is dog who is very territorial, and PS Uy 
will kill or mutilate anybody who sits on his favorite park bench. I made ectec 
several of those movies, including one where he falls in love with a lady dog, anc 
and one where he kills Santa Claus. te or 
Nigel the Psychopath came about as my answer to Friday the 13%, which was 2SS1C@ 

very popular when I was in high school. I wanted to do my own versionofa rous 
crazy killer attacking people. The original Super 8 film was shot in the woods . ever 
near where I grew up on a piece of land owned by Jimmy Dean, country p= a 

music singer and sausage mogul. What happened was, there was some drifter / ligh 
__. who wandered back there and chopped down a bunch of trees and made Aft for 


| ~~ eumomg them: 


, With curinsitw 4--ino her again, she went to = 


| himself a log cabin. He was trespassing, and when lunch trays started going Ne 
missing from the local elementary school (somehow they tracked the theft \d 
Hy down to him) the police informed him that he needed to move on. This leftan «+ 


it empty log cabin, and I thought, wow! What a great location to film a movie. | 


The original Nigel movie was the only film to be shot there. Unfortunately, a! 
there were other teenagers on the road who thought it would be funtogo on 
knock down and destroy the cabin, so it didn’t last long enough for any Ae 


\eauels:__eaqhadbeen intended for many—people, « 

trestle table with long benches on each side. Ther- 

were cook tables, too, made of thick, solid oak, the: 
What inspired you to expand the short to feature length? Was the acs 
decision to work with video instead of Super 8 purely budgetary? Did “TS 
you have any plans for a home video release, or was it just some fun oor 
with friends? ler 


The idea to create a feature length film didn’t come to me until a few years they 
after making the last in the series. In the early 90’s, I got the idea to combine Wa 
footage from all the Nigel videos I shot into a single film. The thing is, Nigel \wee 
was originally a five-part series with each part having its own distinct = 
beginning, middle and end. By the time I shot part 2, I had saved up my = 
money and bought myself a VHS camcorder. Upgrading to VHS was just the 

next logical step. By then, it was 1987 and I was in the 11" grade and taking a 

TV production class at a vocational education school where I had access to 

video editing equipment. oo ~sonairdadablmeaiaaieed 


<n 


The thought to release it to the public in any way was never on my mind. It 
_ was just some fun I was having. I remember my 11% and 12 grade zen 
t homeroom teachers used to let me play them for whoever wantedtocomein ©. _ 


f and watch them before homeroom started. In the 90's, | was a Fangoria ne. 
s Magazine fan. | thought it would be cool to sell Nigel in the classified ads. e. 
There was a lot of copyrighted music in the original versions, because as I bh 
) mentioned, homeroom was my audience up until then, and I could get away Z 
@ with that, but I didn’t want to run into any trouble trying to sell anything I = 


| shouldn't, so I decided to combine the footage into a new movie with original {Is 
_music and called it “Nigel the Psychopath at Large.” ooniicirexase Nad 
___-- «fe newel post abov 

the doll’s head ioe Nepratie 

and started to call upstairs at Jessica, 


t a-o- 


é z 
| Apart from your high school short Class of 1986, did you workonany «= no 
other movies before making Nigel? 1 


My first film I ever made that told an actual story was months before Nigel. | hat 
was in the 9t* grade and had a project to do about Romeo and Juliet. I madea her 
movie about the fight scene between Mercutio and Tybalt. It turned out 
S\ awesome. | brought my projector to school and showed it to all of my the 
; teacher's classes. lonly got a B on the project though, because I waslate AOWT. 
fo finishing it. |needed extra time to get the film developed. as not 
es otter mags Re Taced a sm 
person, even though it could have heen This — 


|? wno were some filmmakers who inspired you going into the ig, 2 

movie? Additionally, were there any underground or non-mainstream ~” 

{ filmmakers you admired at the time? “ned 
nd 


Back then, I was really into the slasher genre. I loved the Friday the 13% and 
the Nightmare on Elm Street movies, so it is fair to say those influenced me. 
$ Atthesame time, Police Academy was pretty popular too, and I liked those n. 
just as much. The one movie that has had the greatest impact on me though 
t was Back to the Future. 1 was 145 when that movie came out, andIloveditl = yy 
really dug each and every character, the setting, the plot, and the music. It 
Li was exciting, it was funny, it was ironic. I think that was the movie that really zer 


| 


ti opened my eyes to how powerful music can be in a movie. I've seen that 2st 
movie more times than any other. 

K Dr. 

300 


Tobe honest about underground film makers at the time, I hadn’t really 
The only movies I was watching aside from whatI sawat fet 


the theaters were what I could find on VHS at the local video store, andthey jaz 


became with Dish Network and Direct TV. I was though, quite fascinated by 
\David Lynch. Blue Velvet remains a favorite movie of mine. 


"asa ian a 


BA 


Are there any good stories from making 
the movie? About h 
, production take specifically (i.e. working on weekends)? jose aso 


Annabelle. ———__—~ 
an ae alone! 


The first three Nigel films were each shot in a day. They were all pretty 
simple. Parts four and five took more than one weekend to make. That scene y 
that takes place in the park where those two people are at a table talking 

about how much they hate “That stupid kid, Sid” had some reality to it. Sam 
was a friend of mine from school, while the kid was my cousin. The thingis, 
Sam really did not like Rob. He found him to be annoying. And since Rob , 
played Sid, Sam channeled his dislike into the scene, even goofing up and 
calling Sid Rob at one point. It was really easy for Sam to go on about how 
stupid Sid was and how he hated his guts. 


Of course, a number of different actors played Nigel, each with a different 

shaped body. It’s something the audience just has to accept with a 

suspension of disbelief. Who played Nigel in any given scene depended on 

who was available that day to play him. In all, seven different people played 

him. Five of the people were white, one was black, and one was albino. i 

1 

There a few nods to Sylvester Stallone in Nigel, me being a lifetime fanasl «< 

am. I may be the only one he gets them, but they are there. One is where Rob 
and Joseph are preparing to hunt Nigel down and those children run behind 
them. That was a nod to Rocky II where all those kids run behind Rocky while . 
he trains. Another is that fight scene between Rob and Nigel- total homage to; 
Rocky. And finally, when Alderman and Covina are looking for Nigel in the : 

. park, Covina says, “Psychopathy’s a disease, and I’m the cure.” That was a Ais 

\ take on Cobra where Stallone says, “Crime is the disease. Meet the 


mouth 


Rob Hayward steals the show as Chubby (not to mention a score of 
other characters), and is probably my favorite part of the movie, as well 
as in Buttcrack. What was it like to work with him on both movies? 


Rob is funny in these movies. The thing about Rob is that he was super eager 
to be a part of these productions. I met Rob in high school, and | wasn't really 
friends with him at first. 1 started getting attention as “The guy who makes 
movies” after showing my first few projects to my classes, and Rob wanted 
that kind of attention too. I remember he told me as much, and! figured, if 
this guy wants to be an actor for me, I’m sure I can use him. And of course, he 
went on to play multiple roles in Nigel. And he was always willing to say any . 
line and do pretty much anything | asked him to 6. Saas 


= — 


SS 


,» anyway. 


sica, still 
ey hadn’t 
a, couldn’t 


a oe i 


The call wrac reas! Te werne RAO! 


the He’s fun to watch in Nigel because he really isn’t an actor. He's just a guy t 
w saying lines and reacting to the situations, and in every scene, he’s just 
himself. His own self was the character he played every time. It’s fun to watch 

h because that lends a quality surrealness to his roles. He’s not the only one, I 

J know. Nobody in the movie is a true actor, which is part of what makes the 
fh 
N 
a 


Archer’s voice, 


~ 


entire production entertaining. 


I liked coming up with lines for Rob to say, because | knew he would say 
them as Rob, whatever character he was playing. That’s why he has the best 
lines in the movie: “Man, you be illin’ when you should be chillin’.” “Oh my 

le God he’s dead!” Even the scene where he is driving the car and tells Joseph to 
get in has some bizarre quality to it, “Come on, get in! Go!” It’s not with the 

s} urgency you would expect somebody to react to a kid who says, “There's a 

WN crazy killer after me!” Which of course wasn’t delivered with the urgency you ‘ 

fe would expect from somebody who is being chased by a psychopath. If you 5 
look closely, you will see Joseph is chewing gum in that scene. Rob and I got 


DE tobe friends and when Buttcrack rolled around, it just seemed right to cast 3 
him, given that Nigel history. E 
Where on earurnave’you been, child? Look at 


81 


Would you mind talking a bit about the various versions of the 
movie? From the Super 8 short, to the five-part series, the originally- ‘| the 
} released “At Large,” and the current director’s cut? 


\ 6 
| * 
| The first one was shot at that log cabin near my house way out in the country. 125 
The cast of that one consisted of three of my cousins who lived down the she 


road- all three of the females in the movie. The rest were friends from school. 5m 
The thing is though, I lived 20 miles from my school. I lived on a dirt road lies 
that existed between the two tiny towns of Arcola, Virginia and Aldie.I went | : 
to high school in the town of Leesburg, 20 miles away though. Everybody else Enz 
in the movie lived in Leesburg and had to drive all the way out to where 1 ind 
lived and try to find my house. By the time I was ready to shoot part two, it It 

} made more sense for me to drive to Leesburg and shoot it at locations there. ¢- 

, Itwas away more central place to meet up with everybody. it 44 

wuch 

: Every one of the movies in the original five part series had their own story. 

These stories all got blended in the recent director's cut, but in At Large, the 

footage from parts one two and three all get jumbled up in the opening 

+ dream sequence. The story of part one, which I know you know about on _éered 

mies RORSISA EE EO tired Of there, 

window. Jessica was growing t ec om sche t Bas 

an Youtube, introduces the character of Nigel, but the audience doesn’t learn 

anything about him. He’s just a Jason-esque killer attacking teenagers who 


are hiking through his territory, which of course ends with a “he’s not really Fy 
dead ending.” 


“ 
\e 

=) Part two gave Nigel a little more personality, and with the addition of sound 

=: because it was shot on video, I could have more fun coming up with dialog for 

s the actors to say. At this point, I realized that what I really wanted to do was 

. make my own kind ofa slasher film that went against the conventions of a 

= normal slasher film, which is a style I of doing things | really like—going ‘ed 
against conventions. That is really evident, I do believe, in Buttcrack and the in 
zombie genre. Anyway, with Nigel it is more about the reactions the £ 
characters have to this crazy killer out there. | still love the lines in that she 


“Oo 


movie, “Jesus Christ, what happened to him?” and “Goddam, | wonder if he’s 

all right!” And then the completely ridiculous plan to catch Nigel. “You sit 

here, and if you see him coming, scream and I'll come running and help you 

= out!” “Oh, okay!” While shooting that one, I told Sammy who was playing a, 

A Nigel, “Okay, now stand there and laugh, and then walk away.” I didn’t have a AT. 
\ particular laugh in mind, but then he did that goofy “Nigel laugh” that I use /the 

id over agai i j 
® \over an gain in all Nigel movies thereafter. a : 
c= = BS rawr -- 
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Part three was made around the same time that “Stand By Me” was in the 
theaters, and I wanted to parody the “Want to see a dead body?” idea. And of 
course, the dead body was a result of Nigel. And again, the main focus was 
more on the characters’ reactions to the killings than the killings themselves, 
with those kids deciding to “Get the dude who did this!” Part three has what 
to me is the funniest scene in the entire series- where Rob checks Todd’s 
pulse and jumps back exclaiming, “Oh my God he’s dead... this killing has got 
to stop!” It’s the way he said it. It still cracks me up. That one ended with Rob 
and Joseph celebrating Nigel's death, but then Nigel gets up, grabs the camera 
and shoves it away—another “He's not really dead” ending. 


<2 og p 


Then came part four. I remember starting to shoot part four over Christmas 
break in my senior year, on New Years Day, 1988. I don’t remember how 
many days we got together to shoot that one, but it was more than one. This 
_  istheone where the story really starts to take shape. This is where the two 
If police officers- Sheriff Alderman, played by James Kirk, and Deputy Covina, 
sy Played by me, Jim Larsen get involved to track Nigel down. Why are they 
tracking him down? Not for the public’s safety, but because the police chief, 
also played by James Kirk, wants the reward money. This was a more 


£6 


and she fell backwards, her head striking the floor. 
She sat up, the pain radiating from the back of her 
head tot eT ee 


cae a 


involved shoot than the first three, as I wanted to utilize new settings, such as 
the two different parks, and the walking trail and that creek. This is also the 


part where the weirdest fight scene I think that has ever been shot takes eN 
place. There is that scene where Nigel and Rob are fighting, but you will P 
notice as brutal a beating as Rob is taking, Nigel never actually lands a punch. e« 
You just have to accept and go with the idea that Nigel is beating the shit out 

of Rob. This part ended with Nigel placing the mask on the Chief's dead body Ox 
and Alderman and Covina falsely believing the Captain is really Nigel the Sic 
Psychopath. ds 


a 
Part five was shot later in the spring when the weather was getting warm, 4 
but it picked up where part four left off, which was shot in winter. So, in the 
anniversary edit, I left in the shot where we take our coats off and say, “It’s 


getting kind of hot.” Part five starts with Alderman and Covina talking about, 2S 1° 


“Man, I can’t believe the captain was really Nigel the Psychopath.” What I 


remember about this one is that it took a very long time to shoot, partly ts < 
because I had a bigger story I wanted to tell. I wanted to explain Nigel's = 
origins, and show a human side to the character, again, going against cae 
traditional trappings of the slasher genre where the killers are always truly 

evil and psychotic. Nigel’s motivation to kill are anything but evil. They are 

the exact opposite of evil. 1 wanted to have fun with that idea, so I had the be 
reunion of Nigel and his brother, Chubby where they actually hug, and of as 


course the ending with Nigel and his supposed mother. That scene with his 
mother was, of course, my own take on the scene in Friday the 13 with Jason 
and his mom. Part five ended with Nigel being stuffed into the back of the 
police car and being hauled off to jail. Most slasher films probably would end 


with the killer being hacked up and killed by a survivor who watched allhis  , hi - 


friends die, but that would have been boring. I could have ended it with some 


twist where Nigel breaks out of the handcuffs and kills the driver and steals ce ne 
the car, but nah. I wanted to end with people thinking, hmm... 1 guess Nigel oO: 
really did get arrested. I wonder what will happen next? we 
When I put together At Large back in 1994, I focused on telling the story of He It 
parts four and five, since that was the true heart of what Nigel was all about. I = 
still wanted to use some footage from the first three, and since I needed a ge ~ 
dream sequence anyway, | used the footage from the first three for that. But = =5"— 
in 2019 when | did the Director’s Cut, what a waste of footage it wouldbeto >s— 
limit it to a dream sequence. There is some good stuff in parts 1-3. But it also per 


seemed extemporaneous. If the story is really what happens in parts four and 
five, all that 1-3 stuff is a long build up to it. That’s when I got the idea to add 


narration and sort of put the focus on Joseph, although that was kind of 
stretch, I think it worked out okay. 


The director’s cut is essentially a different movie and makes a lot more 
sense of things, so why the order of the “At Large” edit? Where did all of © 
the extra footage come from/go initially? 


With the Anniversary edit, I had all that footage to use, and I wanted to keep 
a good pace for the movie and hopefully not let it drag. I decided to just sort 
of blend it all together, introducing story elements early on instead of waiting 
to put it in later. There is lots of extra footage in there that has never been 
seen before. The reason for that is because I tried on two separate occasions 
to film a part 6, neither of which were ever completed, but I got some 
interesting footage from both attempts. The first attempt at a part 6 was shot 
after high school graduation when I was student at college at Montana State 
University. All the footage with the Cowboy and Sheriff Stinky after the 
credits of the Director’s cut came from that shoot. That was never finished 
due to lack of interest from the people I was trying to get to act in it. After 
shooting what we shot, people just didn’t want to do it anymore. The second 
attempt was kind of the same. I was back in Virginia, trying to make another 
Nigel film with the old crowd, and after we shot some stuff, life was just too 
much in the way with jobs, college, other friends and relationships, and other 
interests. By then, the old crowd was drifting apart and we just couldn't seem 
to motivate ourselves to finish that movie. There is stillalotoffootage that 
has never been seen from these shoots, which I may put together as an “extra — 
footage reel” for Youtube. 


When I did the “At Large” edit, I was still using analog VHS editing 
equipment, which was nowhere near as cool or sophisticated as the 
computer editing I can use today. Zipping through a digitized video file is so 
much quicker and easier than fast forwarding and rewinding through VHS 
tapes to find the shots I want, so it was more fun to do. Computerized editing 
today gives you a lot more bells and whistles to play with too, especially 


) when it comes to ae playing with the baby. doll. 
Snot like tne others, it was just a plain little doll 

a cloth body, even cloth feet and hands. There 

som" ~  S  ehae 

I know Todd Cook’s Cemetery Cinema ended up releasing Nigel in 1994 

or so. How did you become aware of Todd and his company and come 

into contact? Nigel definitely fits in with a similar sensibility to his A 

work, so were you a fan of his films? What was the distribution like? 


When | advertised “At Large” in Fangoria, Todd saw it. He contacted me 
about releasing it on Cemetery Cinema, and I didn’t see any reason to say no. 
He promised to pay royalties via Paypal, and I got a few bucks for it. It was 
pretty cool. I was not familiar with him before that, but have since seen some 
of his work. It's entertaining. Ee 


I didn’t realize until finding your website that the movie was shot 
between 1986-1989. What was the reason for the gap in between the ’ 
production and release of Nigel? 


Like I mentioned, the original intention behind these movies was to entertain 
my friends and to show it in my homeroom at school. I didn’t have a wide 
audience in mind yet. It wasn’t until I realized I could probably sell a few 
copies via a Fangoria classified ad that I decided to release it. My movies have 
always gotten positive responses from people who have seen them,sol _« 
thought it would be cool to offer Nigel on a wider scale. _w this 


mIgeTOUS BIT evil Spirit (Hat Hal JERMsce thinking ‘site 
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Did you have any screenings or any sort of limited release on your own 
before the Cemetery VHS was distributed? | noticed an ad in an issue of 
Fangoria (August 1992) that seems to suggest you sold the title yourself 
for a bit. 


No publi in 1 ust selling in Fangori pt 
¥ se in Fangoria. os 
o public screenings or release. Just selling in Fangori- Faed shut just 


‘she reached it, and she began to struggle to open it 
jain when she saw in the darkness the movements of 


ern Tt ’ os Ss — 


Was there any mention of the film or coverage in fanzines or magazines 
of the day? If so, what types of notices did you attract? \ 


all its attention via the internet in these modern 
“Nigel the Psychopath” and have found . 


le are talking about 
~ aS — 
© a cook table, and bruised 
side. She stumbled on, across the kitchen and 

: y t’ eaten * - = = : 
_, Doyou have any thoughts on the video market and fan cl 
enabled so many shot-on-video features to see ileaie ia did thee 


way into the hands of other like-minded fans? An Parti 
cul. 
experiences with other shot-on-video movies fdr “ 


There was none. It’s gotten 
times. Every so often, I doa search on 


number of forums discussing it. It’s found its niche. Peop' 
it. [think that is pretty cool. 


I think it is cool that people can not just make, but market their s 

these days. The internet makes it so easy to share your stuff, not Palas f 

it online, but advertising it if you want to sell it. The tricky part is standin . 

; out. You have to come up with something truly unique that will capture : 

iD, ae s attention—something original, something to make people say, “Yes!” 
ink Youtube has enough cute cat videos. It’s time to make Youtube video 

HG about cute cats clawing people’s eyes out or something. p 


cklino wert af hioad dawn warn ye She 


I got back into making homemade videos to share with friends in 2008 while 
living 11 years at a retreat center on the Big Island of Hawaii. I lived ata 

place called Kalani Oceanside Retreat which was run by a community of | 
volunteers. I had a friend named Hsini, and thought it would be fun to cast | 


j \ her as a killer, so 1 created “Hsini the Psychopath.” It’s very different from 


Nigel, and is filled with in-jokes about volunteer life at the retreat center. \ 
This turned into six part series culminating in 2016 in which I depicted 
Kalani being destroyed. It was kind of prophetic, that movie. We got together 
to watch it for the first time the same day the Kilauea volcano eruption began 
in Lealani Estates, just a few miles from us. That volcano was a factor in 
Kalani closing down very soon after. Part one of those ison Youtube. The 4 
whole series is posted on a Facebook page called “The Coalition for a Safe 
Kalani,” along with a number of short videos I made there. Anybody who 
wants to is welcome to find me on Facebook and friend me and find that 
page. There are several other videos I made with a good friend of mine at 
Kalani that are on Youtube on the “In Touch With Kalani” Youtube channel. 4 


the house-ar7 
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but a large doll that had hase * 


Clearly you don’t take the movie too seriously—both during its making 


, , and today—and a lot of this spills over into how much fun it is to 


mm watch. What do you think of the movie's lasting cult appeal to younger 
fans? 
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Can you imagine Nigel if I had tried to make a serious horror movie? It would'G_< 
sucked. Unless you have a truly kick ass original idea and a knack for +" 
presenting it, I think horror is hard to pull off. I for one don’t claim to have 7 
that knack, If 1 had tried to make Nigel a straight up horror film, it would have 
been just another wanna-be slasher film that was an obvious rip off of the e 
ones that were popular in the 80’s made by a wanna-be teenage-filmmaker 

who thinks too much of himself. Why do that? I’ve always had a good sense of 
humor and a knack for finding absurdities in common conventions and ie 
situations. I decided to play into that strength, as I have continued to do with 
other things I have done. That’s what made Nigel what it is. 


wy & 


That fact that it’s out there and people are liking it flatters me. I hope it 
inspires young people to get out there and make videos of their own, and that ** 
they will endeavor to be unique and creative, I hope they willdomorethan fi 
just imitate what's already been done, but come up with their own twists on for 
pehings, create their own characters and stories. oe 
=. eS att PR iS AN SS. 
With curiosity drawing her again. she wert io = 
In the credits to Buttcrack, I noticed you thank a lot of significant “ther 
underground figures: Todd and Lisa Cook (if I’m not mistaken), the New, , -. 
York Underground Film Festival and Todd Phillips, the Chicago A TF 
Underground Film Festival, not to mention Channel 4 UK and MTV. Do ee : 
you mind discussing what type of support/interaction you had with Tt re 
these organizations? fall 
r , en 
I think you may be mistaken about Todd and Lisa Cook, I don’t recall them . 
being in the movie, and I don't have a copy handy to see what all is in the wa: 
credits. | don’t remember including them in the credits. And Todd Phillips?! © = 
don’t know. The Chicago underground Film Festival was because before we here 


completed the full feature film, we shot just enough footage to create a 
aaa This trailer was shown at the Chicago Underground Film Festival. hei 
Channel 4 UK and MTV? Sorry, but I’m drawing a blank on those. I don’t ack 


remember why we mentioned them in the credits. There was never any kind rs 
ofa deal with them. Maybe they mentioned Mojo Nixon being in the movie or 


, OOF 
f their news shows. I really don’t remember. — 
semnotiag Sa abet RECO Ee eee 
too, but the posts were mere posts, not pillars as the 
we-- wt CS Saas | PC ee nas 
The reference to Nigel at the end of the movie is a nice call-back to your 


earlier film. It also points to some sort of regional pride or 
identification. Was this intentional? pse 


— 
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It was intentional. Of course, it was an in-joke for whoever caught it, but also 

a self-congratulatory nod to my own progress, saying, “Look how far I’ve _. 

come- from those old VHS movies to this.” esse 
~ , a eat 
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How did you come into contact with Troma and get them to release 
Buttcrack? What kind of response did you get after its release? been 


We bought an advertisement in Fangoria to announce the completion of the 
Buttcrack to see if anybody would express an interest in it, andTromadid, ‘F©. 
It’s a perfect addition to the Troma cinematic universe. When it was released, jrhy 
the internet was still fairly new, so there wasn’t any social media yet like 

there is today, but I'd do searches on the title to see what came up and found get 
various discussion forums talking about. Die-hard Troma fans loved it. Other vis 
people either loved it or were confused about it. Not sure what they were ad. 
expecting- the title is “Buttcrack,” it is released by Troma which is known for ove 
really shlocky, really ridiculous movies, it has a no-name cast and Mojo 

Nixon. Where they expecting Gone With the Wind? L also get a kick out of ca, 
reading reviews on Amazon and IMDB and other places. The bad reviews are oO 


jg even more entertaining than the good ones. __ eerie Ss werfare. 


Even SC Any future plans for your movies? 1 know you've uploaded the <1 
she tho director’s cut of Nigel recently, and the tape can be bought from 
mouth Screamtime Films, but are any other editions forthcoming? Any new 
A projects you have or would like to work on? 
stairs, | 
at her I don’t plan on any other editions of Nigel. The Anniversary cut is my idea of 
fooled the definitive version. I read a few things people were saying about “At 
e” in some discussion forums and noticed some stranger took it upon 
PEFSON, himself to upload it to Youtube, which is fine; I'm glad it’s out there. Having 
large di Screamtime sell it on VHS made sense twenty-some years ago, but in these 
black c, oder times, it’s too = cea a format poh Aa too gi roiwe still 
a use. It was never inten to be a money maker anyway, so I’m it's easy 
i EE A SS ll 
was fac © find and easy to watch. But I wanted to have the definitive version of it for 
She | my own. That's when I decided to do the 33™ anniversary cut. I had digitized 
¢ all the footage and was able to do it on my computer. It gave me a chance to 
still. reimagine the story and tell it more completely. 
She 
tl I do see a future for the characters. I've written an outline for what I imagine 
that a as a big screen remake. It’s important to me to stay true to the original 
leaning version and the story it tells, so it will take place in the same time period and 
three { have the same characters and will stay logical to what is already established 
Ripple about the story. What do we know about what happened to Nigel after the 
end of the movie? He was arrested and hauled off to jail. At the end of 
heavy » Buttcrack, which was released in 1998, mention of his grave was made, so 
out of he's either dead or faking it by then. If you watch the director's cut all the 
moved way to the end past the credits, you know he was let out of jail and shipped to 
a mental institute in Texas where was eventually released and made his way 
to Montana. How does all this connect? I want to answer that question with 
the new screenplay. I can’t say I have aspirations to make this movie myself, 
but would be very happy to sell it to the right production company who can 
do it justice, should an interest be there. 
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Another thing I have been working on is a novelized ve 
; ‘ rsion of Buttcrack that 
takes the original story and incudes the ideas I had'for parts two and three. 
ghia oe4 Pein ss Beyond: A Novel of Epic Proportions. Once that is 
\ , | will self-publish it li 
Neca abe os is i poi I vee ef other kcal ¥. ame alone 
You’ve ruined my mother’s picture. You've ruined m) 
x. hs <= ‘ = d ‘S my» 
then, writing a ton of books a0 j 
You've clearly been very busy a lling me a little 
covering all sorts of various bases. Would you mind telling 


more about your various endeavors and interests? 


tL. 


and left me with a deep interest 
particularly how tar’ 
I’ve written three books 


e to me whi aie ; nce 
‘ymple Wisdom for an Enlightened Life. 've written a few screenplays si the 
Buttcrack, including Buttcrack 2: 

ES EEO Wana awav and. clingine hard to the 
~ incorporated into the Buttcrack novel I mentioned. I also wrote “Allmy = stairs 
Chitlins” which is a spinoff from Buttcrack all about Hank the Redneck’s 
family and his brother, Sean Wayne Payne. There was another I wrote about 
some people in Washington State who have their own religion where they ad, 
shoot dead cows so the cows will carry their sins to Heaven. The name ofthat ry, 
one is “Jesus Cow.” is 


I write a lot of poetry, mostly dark and humorous stuff and perform it in ne 
Hawaii. I've published two books of that, and so far have read one as an th 
audiobook for Audible.com. I mentioned the Buttcrack novel; there is another ty. 
novel I've been working on and off on for a while. And then there is Spoony. : 
Spoony is the name of a kid who ruins things for everybody that I have been 
writing stories about. So far, the first two are available for Kindle. The third nd 
story will be done within a day or two of this interview. It’s very close. I'm 

going to get an Audible version of all three once that one is done, These 

stories were inspired, in a roundabout sort of way by the six months I lived at me 
a Buddhist monastery in India with Tibetan monks. I alsokeepatarotcard Ust 
blog at foolspathtarot.com. she 


What else? Oh yeah, there is a movie out there called Action USA. Somehow, I mwa 
got to be friends with the producer of that movie and he asked if | wanted to AVES 
write a screenplay for a new movie he wants to make. He gave me a brief 
| outline of what he wants in it. I'll see if] can find inspiration to write that. 
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—— really awake. were not 

rez I'm particularly interested in amateur cinema, and I noticed you \w 
describe Nigel as an amateur film. What does this description meanto ~ 

sh you? Is there any unifying aspect of your filmmaking or overall goal 

po when making a movie? 


Amateur, to me, means just grabbing a camera, get a few friends to act for 
be you, have at least a basic script, and go out and shoot your movie. Keep it fun. 
hho Ifyou’re having fun making it, that fun will come through to your audience. 
Ar Make the movie you want to make without worrying about what you think 
Th people will want to see. Make a movie you'd like to see and like-minded 
people will appreciate it. This is what unifies all my projects, the longer stuff 
fhe: and the short films. They are all about me having fun. They have found the 
mo audience they found because other people like that sort of thing too. : 


m 
when SHE COR UC re naw nen ET wwwncd, Still 
they called her Annabelle. Did that mean they hadn’t 
heard her? That their ears, made of china, couldn’t 


really hear? Had it all been a dream? 


“Jessica! Jessica!” j 
The call was real. It was Mrs. Archer’s voice, 
ok ~ a hat’s what it 


Little worces were still. S) 
2 bit uneasily, ar 

v€ baby doll in its lo’ 
the kitchen. Wir 

< dust from lit 

top of the bla 


her pants leg, bu 
too long. 


tered 
4 there, 


i / seft in the 
/ . 


fon her. They 
vhe corner of the 


She sat up, the pain radiating from the back of her 
head to the front and almost blinding her, but even so 
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